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TH£ 3ALL^ OF YE33LNING NO 


Tom Breach was long a single man 
Who had no merry wife 

Because he thought it singular 

• To live a married life. 

And then he met the Widow Hale, 

And saw at once, of course, 

• If she were out his better half 
He couldn't all be worse. 

But, when he bent to warming love. 

He found her straightway cold; 

For, while the suit he pressed was new, 

His unpressed suit was old. 

• "You’ve been Hale's widow over long; 

So, in short, if you’ll be mine. 

We’ll live two lives for the price of one. 
And the town incarnadine."' 

"Tempt me no more, you wily man. 

But go elsev/here to wive. 

For I’ll never be your widow, sir. 

As long as you’re alive." 

"These weeds become you well," he said; 
"But, while they once were needed. 

The flowers should be, coming now 
And all the garden weeded." 

"Be off, you flattering man," she cried; 
"With all your flowery speeches; 

For better weeds, unpatched and^Hale, 

Than half a pair of Breaches." 

But Tom was not at all dismayed. 

And sought her no to yessen; 

For well he knew who flies so high 
Must hie the more or lessen. 

So, v^hen she saw he still would come 
And still would dare her frown, 

3he thought it best to take him up 
That she might put him down. 
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313TER.ANNE, 1943 


Sister Anne, run quickly to the tower to see if 
my brothers come; for the door that is long forbidden, is 
locked upon a room of the dead,.,, Has the morriing risen 
or the da^n come forth? Have the lights returned into the 
valleys and unto the waiting hills? 

Not yet; but I see that the clouds that have so 
long obscured the skies are beginning to break. The night 
is still here; but, by the configurations of the stars, 
now visible here and there through the opening rifts, it 
is certain that the dawn is at hand. 

Look closer, Sisteri What do you see? Is there 
nothing that moves in all the shadows? Have the dead bur¬ 
ied their dead or have the dead buried the quick and the 
dead? 

Have patience a little, for help is on the way. 

I see now darkly a gathering host. Its legions fill the 
land and cloak the seas. They rise out of the ancient 
East and out of the farthest West. Out of the dense shad¬ 
ows they take wings, a great armada, into the dawn. 

Look again. Sister! What is it now that you see? 
Is the 'same old world still with us and everything moving 
its v/onted pace? Are the measures full that were filled 
yesterday to the brim or do they run empty? 

I see now in advance the coming of day. Its vis¬ 
ion rises before me like a mirage from over the horizon 
and from out of the depths, and is transfigured upon the 
clouds in shadowy lights. The workers sing at their work 
and find Joy at their crafts. They walk erect and are not 
afraid. The teeming herds roam the hills that were bar¬ 
ren; while, in the valleys that were desolate, ripples 
the ripening grain to feed the aged and the young. They 
shall not hunger nor suffer cold. The nations are gather¬ 
ed in a union of the world, their parliaments towered 
against the skyline of the past where the master builder 
builds anew, I see their cities shining afar off along 
the plains where the artist and the poet raise beauty 
again from the dust, where the scientist and the scholar 
toil until ignorance, intolerance and racial hatred alike 
go down, and forever down, and the truth is blazoned 
across the stars to leave men free, Buddhist and Muslim, 
Christian and Jew, to live in the house of their fathers 
and to lift their hearts unto God in the way they please. 
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GUILD MEETINGS 


Alfred J, Dewey 


As moat of you know, the December meeting was 
Just a get-together with no definite program, 

Sally Dewey, chairman of the special features 
committee, requested that everyone bring a present not to 
exceed ten cents in cost. These presents were exchanged 
for numbered tickets and a drawing was made later so that 
everyone received a present. To the one bringing the most 
clever present was awarded a prize,... It's a complicated 
game. Anyone desiring the details, ask Sally. 

This get-together, much like the old-fashioned 
sociable, was a surprising success. When the presents 
were drawn, everything from corn plasters to a handmade 
bird was revealed. This bird, bearing the title, "A bird 
repellent for war gardens, called Oscar," was concocted 
by "Mac," and won the prize. It was about ten inches in 
length and was composed as follows: head and body, an 
orange summer squash with a brown cattail for the caudal 
appendage (very clever); eyes, red berries held in place 
with a toothpick; wings, white chicken feathers. A piece 
of bailing wire and a rubber band attached to the back, 
were used to give the impression of a bird in flight. All 
of the parts were either grown or picked up by Mac in his 
own back yard. 

These social evenings are a lot of fun, and it 
may be, owing to the gas rationing which makes it in¬ 
creasingly difficult to get out-of-town' speakers or to 
arrange more ambitious programs, that we shall be obliged 
to limit our programs for a time,.somewhat to this simpler 
form of entertainment. 


«• -it -if- ■iS' «• 

To date, fifteen members of the Sierra Madre 
Arts Guild have gone into the armed services of the na¬ 
tion, and for them, on New Year's Eve, a new service flag 
was put on display at the Old Adobe Studio. 

The roster includes; Milan Carbonell, Paul Car¬ 
ter, Benjamin Coe, Edward Hartwell, Jim Irving, John Ken¬ 
nedy, James F. Key, Frank Plaisted, Richard Quinton, Jack 
Rutledge, Henry Shippey, Charles Shippey, John Shippey, 
Bernard Wynne, and Thomas Wynne. 
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INCIDENT WHILE GETTING A LETTER Bill Burke 


Sierra Madre is a small town of some reputation. 
It has a nice little local artistic fame. It has a higger 
name because once Lee Shippey wrote a book and called it 
the tovm where nothing ever happens. Quietly, perhaps as 
the result of acquiring as residents some nationally fam¬ 
ous people, the town has passed into a new phase. 

Just a day or two ago, one of our quieter resi¬ 
dents walked down his driveway to see what there was in 
the mailbox. As he extracted whatever the mailman had 
left for him, he noticed two men seated upon his curbing. 
They beckoned him, and, when he approached them, voiced a 
very disturbing bit of information; one, an elderly man, 
was having a heart attack and the other, his attorney, 
was drawing up a will. 

Amazement was not an emotion one could prolong, 
A faulty heart observes no social amenity, and this one 
continued to cut capers. At length a moment of quiet set 
in; the story developed. 

The sick man had undergone three attacks that 
morning. He did not want to disturb his wife, grievously 
ill and likely to die if excited; ' so, he summoned an 
attorney he had never seen, and met him on a city street 
to settle his affairs on a stranger’s curb. And the 
stranger witnessed the will, . . 

Ill men are difficult. It took much'persuading 
before a doctor could be called. One finally came. The 
patient grew more comfortable; as he felt better, grati¬ 
tude overwhelmed him. He must do something for his bene¬ 
factor, this stranger, who had really done so little for 
him. He possessed various things, some of which he wished 
to give this quiet man whose quiet he had disturbed. All 
that he offered was gently refused. Finally, he asked if 
some very good cigars, ones which he very likely would 
never use himself, would be accepted. Sometimes some 
gifts cannot be refused, and these were not. 

The will was made, and the sick man went home, 
to his sick wife and to his fate, 

A chain, the brightest men of philosophy tell 
us,'is as strong as its weakest link. Reputations are 
very 'like chains in that respect. Sierra Madre cannot now 
live up to Lee’s description. Now you can never know what 
may happen when you go out to get the mail. 
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HORACE 


the guild mouse 


every eve of the 24 of december i gather my 100 
or more (never less) children around me and read them the 
following pome. . 

horaoe 


tvvuz the nite before xmas 

twuz the nite before, xmas, when all thru the studio 
not a creechur wuz'stirring, not even a nudio; 
the stockings were hUng by the chimley with care 
in the hopes that st. nicholas ^odn would be there. 

the mouselings were nestled all snug, in their beds 
while visions, of cheze kakes danced thru their heads", 
mrs mouse bn dot's kerchief and i in bill's,cap 
had Just settled ourselves for a long winter s nap, 
when out on the sidewalk arose such a clatter 
i sprang to my paws to see what wuz the matter* 

up to the keyhole swiftly 1 flew 
to see what wuz making this awful-todo, 
when what should my wondering eyes there see 
but ten tiny trailers and’an old model T 
with a little old mouse so lively and quick 
i knew in a moment it must be sti nick* 

the trailers came Jangling to stop at the door 

and the Jolly old mouse,crawled in on the floor. 

a bundle of presents he had on his, back 

and he looked like a'pedlar Just opening his pack, 

his eyes, how they twihkledl his whiskers, they shook, 

as he pulled on his pipe, then gave me a look 

with a.wink of his eye and a twist of his head 

that gave me to know i had nothing to dread. 

he spoke not a word, but went strate to his work 
and filled all the'stockings, then turned with a Jerx, 
held up his two fingbrs in form of a V, 
and tossed a most luslous big cheze kake to me. 
then under the door he shot out , like a flash, 
i heard the tires crunch and all the gears clash, 
and i heard him exclAlm as, he fled out of sight, 
happy xmas to all and to,'all a good nite. 
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One, Tlbetlan Way., 

Citronella, California. 

December 30, 1942. 

Editors, High Lights, 

Old Adobe Studio, 

Sierra Madre, California. 

Sirs; - 

A copy of your valued publication has just come to 
hand, and I must go on record as feeling that the review 
of my book, A FAUN aSTRaY, is far below your usual stand¬ 
ard. Furthermore, the statement that an Ultima Thule is 
transmuted into worthless aufgentg eldt is distinctly^un¬ 
patriotic and unsuitable to present day conditions, ihis 
term with its garbage (excuse the word) implication is 
unquestionably a slip of the pen. DouDtless the reviewer 
meant to write aufg e ntworeensteiggeldt which, as you 
know, implies mental letting down of the sympathetic ex- 
Igiae. 

Also I resent the qualifying "worthless" before the 
auf son t geldt > since it is well known that garbage (again 
excuse the word) is soon to be utilized in the manufac¬ 
ture of our so-needod automobile tires. 

I grant that the carousal suggestion delicately 
handled in my final allegro con brio but cannot allow 
that the rest of the review has any merit whatsoever. Ob¬ 
viously, shamefully obviously, your reviewer has failed 
to grasp the real message of a FAUN AoTRaY. 

Do keep to the lighter vein as exemplified oy Hor¬ 
ace, the Guild mouse, and I heartfully suggest when you 
must have a serious article such as the review of A FAUN 
ASTRAY, you dispense permanently with the ununderstanding 
pen of the doubtless jejune E.3.M. and entrust the task 
to the more mature Judgment and ' judicial'’ conslfteratibnnof 
the philosophical Sill Burke. ^ 

In all kindness, sincerely but indignantly yours, 

Mildred Ababalone. 

(The editors of High Lights are in entire sympathy 
with the sentiments expressed in Miss Ababalone's commun¬ 
ication, and feel that the nebulosity of the message of A 
FAUN ASTRAY is the reviewer's only excuse for his subnor¬ 
mal appreciation— surely a far from adequate one.) 
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FROM SOMEWHERE IN ENGLAND 


October 26, 1942. 


I can't remember when I wro.te last, but it must 
be five or six months, and such a lot has happened since. 
I was called to the colors, R.A.F:, early in June, and 
have only recently finished the initial training in 
"Square backing." We call it "J.ooking back" now. It was 
on the whole enjoyable, but., at the time .1 didn't think 
much of it. We were packed off to an east coast seaside 
town e.nd billeted in empty houses. I was fortunate and 
got a fine bedroi.m overlooking the sea. We vjcrked from 
eight unti J. twelve and f’'-OLa one thirty until five, march¬ 
ing, foot drill, rifle dr.j.31, visual training, aircraft 
recognition and dozens of other things. 

As the days went by, I got browner and lithesome 
and really felt a different man! Imagine rr.y surprise one 
day when (at age 35") I found I could run tv^o miles In 
full kit (80 lbs, pack). I don't know what good carrying 
the pack was, but it certainly was a test of fitness. 

One striking incident I shall always remember. 
One wet Monday morning I leaned out of the window and 
watched a plane coming in at.sea level. I thought he 
would hit our house, but he lifted over it, and just as I 
recognized his swasr.ika, he opened up with all he had, 
dropped three snail bombs and cleared off all in about 
30 seconds. ^Not much damage — two or three houses down 
and seven people killed,. 

* I got a pilot to take me up in a Wellington 
bomber for tv/o and a half hours, but was not particularly 
impressed. The take-off was quite a thrill, but while up 
I spent my time in v/cndei’ing if my parachute really would 
open, and how much the widow's pension really amounts to; 
Coming down, I could hardly refrain from asking the pilot 
if he really had put the wheels down!! 

I suppose, like the Bri.tich public, most of you 
are wondering when the second front really w,i. 11 be open¬ 
ed, On the whole, I thirik we a.re not quite so impatient 
as we were because we reali,?e that there must not be an¬ 
other Dunkirk, and we must hit with all we have and sus¬ 
tain the blow. If the worst did come, I don't thirik that 
America and the Dominions could win, do you? It would 
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obviously be a stalemate; hence, to- my mind, the necess¬ 
ity of keeping this isle as a steppingstono. 


Don't, for goodness sake, take notice of all the 
talk about bad feeli.ng between our separate forces. Of 
course there ar^e bound to be j soD.ated cases of friction, 
but no v/orse than there is between the R,A,F-, .• army and 
navy, 99 % of which is just leg’*pi'.]'ling; and, where misun¬ 
derstanding does occur, it is only because of our failure 


to appreciate each other. Likewise, articles, 
peared recently an '''Life" (was it?), are,' 


such as ap- 
I think, a 


healthy sign of vitality in the family. The on]y damage 
done is anion^ people over here who don't matter and who 
certainly don't know the facts, I remember last winter a 
neighbor saying, "it's time America did something," I 


pointed out that, on that day, he had taken from his own 
doorstep, out of the snow, his two days ration of milk (a 


tin packed in the U,3,A.), and that also his tin of Spam 


for the week v/ould be from the U,S,A. He confessed he had 


never seen it in that light. 


In many of the towns and villages hero your boys 
can be seen. 1 found one of them looking very lonely in a 
’ service canteen not far from here, and 'we passed a very 
pleasant couple of hours. He came from New Jersey. He 
very much appreciated my remark — that I was stopping 
every doughboy from the States to find one v/ho oame frOm 
the Alta Vista Trail in California. I really did enjoy 
his company, and felt that here at least was some evi¬ 
dence of our relationship, and was pleased to think that 
perhaps, in some slight way, I had helped to cement the 
friendship between our countries, 

3y the way, that was a remarkably good, show over 
Lille, when your boy's shot down 48 fjght'e'rs. One of our 
squadron leaders ' was highly delighted, as ho has always 
contended that it Is easier and ho mere- haz'ardcus to bomb 
by day than by night, provided you get 'the fighter es¬ 
cort, iV.y opinion is', that we 'are inclined to think -of 
daylight bombing in terms of what wo did in the Ba'ttle of 
Britain, when the defenders' planes were a darn sight 
better than those of the attackers. We are greatly inter¬ 
ested in seeing how it develops. , 

Have Just heard that I can get home for a few 
hours tomorrow. Please send' my greetings to your .'English 
neighbors, I wonder if they would change places' with mo, 
I am only' one half hour from their native town. 
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EDGAR ALLEN POE, A CRITICAL BIOGRAPHY. ' By Arthur Hobson 
Quinn, New York: D. Appleton-Century Co,, 1941, 804 pp. 


It is now ninety-three years, October 7, 1942, 
since the death of Edgar- Allen Poe, and it is only very 
recently that there has appeared a full, critical, unbi¬ 
ased story of the life of this tragic man, ''Edgar Allen 
Poe, a Critical Biography," by A'-’thur Hobson Quinn. Tnis 
biographer does not seek to gl.oss, over Poe's faults, but 
he does seek to establ.ish jinst.'.ce for .the memory of the 
man by pinning down lies and unfounded rumors and reveal¬ 
ing the truth which is so much raore in Poe's favor, AiD.ong 
other things, he sheds much new light upon the lives and 
activities of the parents of the poet, reveals more fully 
the relations with John Allen, and exposes the Rev, Gi'is- 
wold for all timec 

jCost are doubtless familiar wit.h some of the 
main facts of Poe's life. The child of poor, obscure ac¬ 
tor,?., left an orphan at the age of two, ho v;as tak^.^n into 
the home of John Allen, a wealthy mt.n of Richmond, but 
was never adopted,'and was finally forbidden,the home. He 
married his cousin, Virginia Clemn, who came to him with 
her f'ltal malady already active, to die an early death. 
These facts are generally known; but other facts, not so 
well; while many matters that have passed as facts are 
not the truth.' 

It has, generally been suggested or put forth 
that the nature of the quarrel between Poe and, John Allen 
which led to their estrangement had to do with the poet's 
extravagance while at the University of Virginia, At the 
same time, this has been felt to be a somewhat flimsy ex¬ 
cuse for such a bitter quarrel. Something mucg deeper has 
been hinted, Allen speaks guardedly of Ingratitude^ It 
may be that Poe's extravagance, was but adding fuel to an 
already blazing fire, We do not know certainly the nature 
of this quarrel; but, as the biographer points out, Mr. 
Allen was no paragon of virtue. While living in an air of 
respectability with his childless wife, he managed quiet¬ 
ly to become the father of children nevertheless, a very 
serious matter in those Puritan days of no divorces, and 
of no recourse open to the injured party without lasting 
disgrace. Such matters in those days were hushed up. It 
seems rather llkel-y that Poe learned altogether too much 
about the shady side Of Mr,' Allen, that iiis sympathies 
were with Mrs. Allen, and that in some moment of youthful 
indiscretion and indignatlon he let John Allen know it. 
Perhaps, as a result of some.suoh sordid experience, all 
of his life. It is to be noted# Edgar Poe was the very 
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soul of honor wherever wonia.nhood was concerned. Mrs, 
Allen appears'to have remained his friend to the last. 

Because of Its effects, Poe's contact with the 
Allens was probably the worst thing that ever happened to 
him. As one who was never considered to belong and as one 
stemming from a lowly origin, since the acting profession 
was still under the c3.oud of Puritanism, upon his break 
with Mr, .-Vilen he was to-be snubbed from then on by those 
good Rlchrflcnd people whose social circle he had been led 
to believe should be his own. His se3.f“•esteem, heightened 
and sharpened by these social injustices, became that 
pride for which he has often been cond^emned. I am a Vir¬ 
ginian," he was wont to boast in later years, with all 
that that implies. He could never forget in his poverty 
that he had once been close to a great fortune. _He had 
been much better off had he been raised a poor man's son. 

Tragedy, beginning with his parents, stalked 
Edgar Poe like Nemesis after Orestes; but its worst form 
was his curse in that he was one of those unfortunates 
who.can neither touch liquor nor leave it alone. Medical 
records of his time attest • as a diagnosis of his case 
that he showed all the symptoms indicating the presence 
of a lesion in one side of his brain. Due to this infirm¬ 
ity, a single glass of wine, which to a person in normal 
health would mean little, was in his case quite enough to 
render him not merely intoxicated but, while under the 
influence, actually insane. It was not that he drank to 
excess, as has been charged, but rather that that which 
is moderation for others was an excess for him. 

Unfortunately for him, it was often while thus 
unfit that he wrote much of that bitter criticism that 
made him so m.any enemies. When in his cwn sober." self, he 
was mild-mannered and soft-spoken, witty, genial and 
kind; and it was then he often regretted the harsh tones 
he had used. Yet, for all his harshness, he seldom erred 
on the side of injustice. He demolished many a mud hut in 
his day. Would that he had demolished more, ' 

. Even after his death,' Poe's tragic nemesis still 
pursued him, and with what a vengeance! By some strange 
quirk of fate he'-chose probably his. worst enemy, the Rev. 
Rufus Griswold, to act as his, literary executor. Griswold 
hated Poe as a reverend gentleman is supposed to hate the 
devil and love his fellow man; but he dissembled this 
hate so well while Poe was living that Pbe thought him 
his friend. It appears that Poe incurred this erjnity "be¬ 
cause he once dismissed Griswold's "Literary Curiosities 
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as stupid, which no doubt they are since no one reads 
them nowadays. At any rate, no sooner was Poe' declared 
dead than the Rev, Griswold entered energetically upon 
his ghoulish task. He brought out all of Poe’s writings, 
indeed, in a de luxe edition, but took great care to pre¬ 
face the work with a damning biography, so filled to 
overflov/ing with forgeries, lies and the repetitions of 
unfounded slanders in the guise of truth as to do Poe's 
personal reputation immeasurable harm. ,From his position 
of authority as Poe’s legal literary executor he has been 
enabled to give the cue to nearly every;commentator upon 
the life of Poe for the past ninety years. Did he think 
that his lies, his forgeries and his insinuations would 
never be found out? It looks that way. 

An author's place as a man ought to be aside 
from his place as an artist, but such-has never been the 
case and perhaps will never be. Many will find faults in 
the work because they have found fallings in the man, 
when they ought rather to find virtues in the man because 
they have found excellence-in the. work. With those who 
seek the strength of his enduring art rather than the 
frailties of the perishable man, the fame of Edgar Allen 
Poe will be forever secure. Pride in his ov;n genius and 
abilities over the snobbery of the mediocre, and the 
early deaths of those he loved-- these experiences Poe 
encountered and knew. To them he added his love for all 
that is beautiful, and of these three, pride, death and 
beauty, he wrought his Imperishable stories and his im¬ 
mortal verse. 

..L.3.W. 


BERNICE C; DEWEY HONORED BY "F.P.Ai" 


"Conversation," a poem by Bernice Ci Dewey, is 
included in ''innocent Merriment," an anthology of light 
verse recently published,by Whittlesey House, arranged 
and edited by Franklin P. Adams of the "F.P.A, Conning 
Tower." ■ 

It is truly a high honor to be represented in 
such an anthology which Includes selections of light po¬ 
etry and verse from all the great English speaking poets 
from Shakespeare to the present day. 
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